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Tractor Trouble 
By Jane Bossert 
HE sat in the car and waited for the tractor to come back 
across the rolling field. When it was just two hills away 
she got out of the car, crawled under the barbed-wire fence, 
adjusted her hat, and walked up the plowed hill. The man 
driving the tractor noticed her for the first time as he came over 
the second hill. He pushed back his wool cap and puckered 
his eyes to see her better. When he was a few yards from her 
he brought the machine to a roaring halt. 
"Are you Mr. Johnson?" she shouted against the banging of 
the tractor. 
"Yah?" 
"I'm Miss Marsh. I'm applying for the home economics job; 
the superintendent told me that I might find you here." 
No answer from the president of the school board! He glanced 
at her, then at the remaining patch of unplowed land. Reluct-
antly he climbed down, wiped his hands on the seat of his faded 
overalls, and motioned her a short way from the tractor. 
"Don't want to shut her off—she's too darned hard to start 
again," he yelled. 
"Mr. Woods thought you might like to ask me some ques-
tions," she suggested. 
"How much you askin' for?" 
She told him. 
"Can you keep order? We've had to get rid of two teachers 
this year. They knew their stuff, too, but they couldn't keep 
the kids shut up." 
"It's necessary to keep quiet in the class room, but I don't 
believe in a militaristic discipline. If a teacher can get the 
pupils to like her and to respect her, discipline shouldn't be 
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difficult." The words sounded foolish above the bangety-
bangety-bang of the tractor. 
TUFE GLANCED at her, then at the unplowed strip of land 
and the shadows stretching from the west. "What'd you 
say your name was?" 
"Marsh." 
"Where you from?" 
"Ames." 
"Had any experience?" 
"No, just twelve weeks of student teaching, but—" 
"Credentials sent in?" 
"Yes." 
"Well, there's a meetin' of the board Monday night. I can 
look 'em over then." He glanced anxiously at the tractor 
which sounded like a magnified Fourth of July celebration. He 
blew his nose conclusively and waited. 
"I expect you're anxious to finish plowing before it gets 
dark." 
"Yah." 
"You don't want to ask any more questions?" 
"Well, no, I guess not. I don't know much about what they're 
doing in home economics. I don't know the difference between 
French pastry and French seams—'cept you eat one and wear 
the other." He snorted, "Mr. Woods either likes a teacher or 
he don't, and I go by Woods' word. He's more up on women 
teachers." 
"^L^ELL, I guess I'll go, then; I want to see Mr. Peterson be-
fore I go home." 
"Yah, us board members always like to look a teacher over, 
even if we don't know anything about cooking or sewing. You 
can tell a lot just by looking at a person." 
"That's true; I guess I'll let Mr. Peterson look me over." 
"Yah." 
She walked down the hill, crawled under the fence, adjusted 
her hat, and got in the car. He climbed up on the tractor, which 
went forth with a mighty roar. 
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